heard these shrieks, or even waked up with a start------**
" You're giving me the horrors with these stories of yours."
" Ah, it's more important than you think. . . ."
What Quinette was seeing now was a little house like his own, but even more isolated; people asleep in the neighbourhood, at dawn ; shrieks, suddenly. . . . With an assurance entirely superficial, he added :
*c I repeat : waking up with a start."
" And I say : nothing of the kind/*
** Why not ? Because it was so early ? "
"No, not because it was so early. Besides, damn it, you're not going to make me talk if I don't want to 1 "
The bookbinder decided that it would be prudent to beat a retreat. In any case, he had carried away a little booty as it was. The picture in his mind was being completed and revised little by little. A little house with no near neighbours, standing in a garden or on waste ground. Somebody all alone. At night, or towards dawn. In any case a time when the people around were asleep. Even so, they might have awakened if there had been much noise. But there had been scarcely any noise. Something knocked over, perhaps. But it was quite likely that the <f somebody all alone " had not cried out. She had been killed without making a sound. For there was no doubt that she was dead. Several hours must have elapsed between the " deed " and the man's flight* But still, the blood that he had on his hands was quite fresh. In that case------
Quinette took up the thread again, in a tone of voice which he succeeded in making paternal, soothing.
<e The main thing, from your point of view, is that it wasn't found out right away. Perhaps they haven't found out about it even now."
" Do you really think so ? "
The man had said that quite excitedly.
" You have had several hours to throw them off the scent. That's something, If you've known how to make use of them------"
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